March 2003
I begin to receive boxes of books. Hundreds of books, thousands of books, millions and billions and trillions of books. And these are not just any books; these are "thin, oddly shaped books" as the love of my life so enjoys calling them. And the bad news is that we don't just pick from the "distinguished" books that have been published, we get almost all the picture books that are being published in the United States this year. And as we all know, thanks to Madonna, anyone can write a children's book.
July 2003
In the months leading up to July 2003 there is much Sturm und Drang about whether to hold the ALA Annual Conference in Toronto, Ontario, Canada since they are experiencing a SARS epidemic. Even though attendance is required for Committee members at both the Annual Conference and Mid-Winter Conference I am fairly certain I could get an excused absence if I can't attend. I try to assure my co-workers that I won't come back with SARS and if I do I promise to submit to quarantine. The decision is made to hold ALA in Toronto and the decision is made that MaryKay can continue her excellent adventure. At our meetings we don't hold formal discussions of the books, but we do bring books to have practice discussions about and my outlandish overconfidence is once more taken down a notch (or two). I return home without SARS but with a bad cold that could be SARS and I get a seven day weekend when my doctor tells me to stay home.
January 2004
I have been reading, reading, reading; thinking, thinking, thinking; talking, talking, talking for the past nine months. I re-read my favorites and the titles that have been nominated by the committee members and the titles that other librarians have suggested. I torment my grandchildren, niece, brother, sister-in-law and anyone else I can think of by sharing the books and more importantly, my thoughts about them. I worry about our choices. I read some more. I AM READY TO GO!!! The bad news is that the Willamette Valley has been hit with one of the worst ice storms in history, state offi ces are closed down, Oregon State University is closed down and worst of all, the Portland Airport is closed down (if I could get there on the sheet of ice that is I-5). I frantically call the chair of my committee, trying to hold back my tears, and tell her I may be a day late. Then I frantically call the airline to see if I can get a plane out of Eugene, which I do get. It is a late evening fl ight so I don't get to San Diego until after 2:00 a.m. Running on adrenline, I get up to attend an 8:00 a.m. meeting the same morning. I would love to be able to provide details of my time with 
Still January 2004
The Committee walks into the ALSC Awards Press Conference, after having called our Medalist and Honor Book illustrators to let them know they had been selected, to the applause of our colleagues. Even better, the applause continues after the announcement of our selections. It doesn't get any better than this. 
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